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Summary: This is a collection of various poems changed to inject as 
many Portal references as possible. Suggestions welcome! 


1. Stopping By A Cube On A Shaking Platform 

Hi, and welcome to the first, but hopefully not only, installment of 
the Portal Poem Parody Project! Pretty much the only thing I can 
write with any conviction are parodies, and I do have a knack with 
rhymes, so here ya go: various famous poems changed to include Portal 
references and directly inspired by the various scribbled poems in 
the "secret rooms" in the game. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stopping By A Cube On A Shaking Plat f orm<p> 

Whose Cube this is I think I know 

Her house is buried deep below 

She will not see me stopping here 

To watch the cube bask in the glow. 

My portal gun must think it queer 
To be not firing portals here 
Between these walls I see no cake 
The darkest shadows always leer. 

The insane AI screams out a crow 


It seems like it might overload 



The only other sound's the beep 


Of a turret gun to explode. 

The Weighted Companion Cube can speak 
But I have programs to delete 
And portals to fire before I sleep 
And portals to fire before I sleep. 

~k ~k ~k 


>Hmm. For some reason, I can't separate the stanzas of the poem. Any 
help on this would be appreciated, in addition to the normal RR 
review process. Thanks! 

2. W C C 

Hey, I actually have commitment to this thing! And I figured out the 
mystery of the paragraphs! Go team ME! 

~k ~k ~k 

>W . C. C. <p> (Original by Edgar Allen Poe.)<p> 

It was many and many a year ago. 

In an experiment under debris. 

That a cube there lived whom you may know. 

With the initals W. C. C.;- 

And this cube it lived with no other thought 
Than to love and be loved by me. 


> I<em> was an adult and _it_ was a child. 

In this experiment under debris; 

But we loved with a love that was more than love- 
I and my W. C. C.- 

With a love that the mercurial AI inside 
Coveted it and me. 


> <em> 

And this was the reason that, long ago. 
In this experiment under debris. 



A command came out of the wall, ordering 
The death of W. C. C. 

So that an Intelligence Incenerator came. 

To burn where I could see 

The matte body and six pink hearts 

Of beloved W. C. C. 

> <em> 

The AI, not half so happy inside. 

Went envying it and me- 

Yes!- that was the reason (as all men know. 

In this experiment under debris) 

That the Intelligence Incenerator came in sight. 
Grilling and killing my W . C . C . 

> <em> 

But our love it was stronger by far than the love 
Of those who were smarter than we- 
Of many far crazier than we- 
And neither the AI in the celling above. 

Nor the turrent guns under debris. 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the faithful W. C. C:- 

> <em> 

For metal never gleams, without bringing me dreams 
Of the faithful W. C. C.; 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the smooth sides 
Of the faithful W. C. C:- 

And so, all the night life I bring to the side 
Of my darling - my darling - my life and insides. 

In its sepulchre there under debris- 



In its tomb under rusting debris. 


* * 


* 


>As always, R&amp;R! <div> 


End 
f ile . 



